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The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Ham. You cannot Sir take from mc any thing, that I 
will more willingly part withall , except my life, my 
life. 

folon. Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham. Thcfc tedious old fooles. 
Tolon. You goc to feekc my Lord Hamlet ; there 
hee is. 

Enter Ro finer an and Gnildenfi erne. 
Rofin^ Godfaueyou Sir. 
Guild, Mine honour'd Lord? 
Rofin. My rnoft deare Lord/ 

Ham. My excellent good friends? How do'ft thou 
Gnildenfieme} Q\Rofincrane ; good Lads : How doe ye 
both? 

Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 
Guild. Happy,in that vve are not ouer-happy : on For- 
tunes Cap.we are not the very Button. 
Ham, Nor tiieSoales of her Shoo? 
Rofin, Neither my Lord* 

Ham. Then you Hue about her wafte, or in the mid- 
dle of ner fauour ? 

guiL Faith,ber priuates, we. 

Haw. In the fecret parts of Fortune? Oh, mofttruei 
flie is a Strumpet. What's the newes ? 

Rofin. None my Lord; bat that the World's gro wne 
honeih 

Ham. ThenisDoomefdaynecre: But your newes is 
not true. Let me queltion more in particular : what haue 
you my good friends, deferued at the hands of Fortune, 
that (he fends you to Prifon hither? 

Gnil. Prifon,my Lord ? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Rofin. Then is the World one* 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards,and Dungeons 5 Denmarhe being one o'ch' 
worft# 

Rofin. We thinke not fo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then 'tis none to you;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fb : to me it is 
a pri on. 

Roftn. Why then your Ambition makes it one: 'tis 
tou narrow for your minde. 

Ham. OGod, I could bebounded inanutfliell, and 
count my felfe a King of infinite fpaee; were it not that 
I haue baddreames. 

Gml. Which dreames indeed arc Ambition : for the 
ve y lubftanceofthe Ambitious, is roeerely the (hadow 
otaDreame. 

Ham. A dreame it feJfe i3 but a fhadow. 

Rofin. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is but a (hadovves (hadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies ; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ftrctcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: 
fhall wee to th' Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea» 
fon ? 

'Both. IVee'l wait vpon you. 

Ham. No fuch matter* I swill not fortiyou with the 
reft of my feruants : for to fpeake to you like an honeft 
mm : 1 am rnoft dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way offriendfhip, What make you at Elfonowerf 

Rofw. To vific you my Lord,no other occafion. 

Ham. Bcggcr that I am,I am eucn pootc in thankes; 
but I thanke you : and fure deare friends my thanks 
are coo deare a halfepeny ; were you not fent for? Is it 
your owie inclining? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, 


deale iuftly with mc : c°me,comc7^fi^u 
Gnil. WhatftiouldwefaymyLord ? 
Ham. Why any thing. But to thepurpofc. Vn 
fent for; and there is a kinde confeffion in V ou 1 Wcfl 
which your modefties haue not craft cnouol kcs 
lor,I know the good King & Qucene hau c fel \ l ° c °' 
Rofin. To what end my Lord ? * or Von, 

Ham. That you muft teach me: butlcc m 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip,by the conf * ^ n 
©uryouth,by theObligationofour euer~p rc f er ° n * nc W 
and by what more deare, a better propofer could 1 S 
you withall 5 be eucn and dired with me ? wheth gc 
were fent for or no. ner you 

Rofin. What fay you? 
Ham. Nay then I haue an eye ofvcu< if V r>„ 1 
hold not off. 7 9 lyouio ^D) C 

g*U. My Lord, we were fent for. 
Ham. I will tell you why 5 fo fhall my antici Pari . 
preuent your difcouery of your fecricic to the K* 
Quccnc:moult no feather, I haue of late, but vvhSf ^ 
I know not, loft all my mirth,! orgone all cuftcrieof 
ercife; and indccd,it goes foheauenly whhmydilbofe 


on;that this goodly frame the Earth,lcemes to nJafle 
rill Promontory; ttismott excellent Canopy t heA v 
look you,this braue ore-hanging,this Maiefticall Roift 
fretted with golden fire: why,ic appeares Hoocher^ 
tomee, then a foule and peftilent congregation oiV 
pours. What a piece of worke is a man ! how Noble in 
Reafon? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and mouin) 
howexpreffeand admirable?in A dion, how like an An" 
gel? inapprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty of the 
world, the Parragon of Animals ; and yet to me, what is 
this Qijinteffencc of Duft? Man delights not no 
nor Woman neither; though by your finding you fcemc 
to fay fo. 

Rofin. My Lord, there was no fuch ffofFe in my 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh,when Ifaid, Man delists 
not mc? 

Roftn. To thinke, my Lord/if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players (hall recciuc 
from you: wee coated them on the way, and hither arc 
they comming to offer you Seruice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome; his 
Maiefty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduemurous 
Knight fhal vfe his Foyle and Target : the Louer (hall 
not figh^r^rw, the humorous man (hall end his part in 
peace : the Clowne fliall make thofe laugh whofe lungs 
are tickled a'th' fere : and the Lady fhall fay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for't : what Players 
are they ? 

Rofin. Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they trauaile? their refi- 
dencc both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Roftn. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late Innouacion f 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did 
when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ? 
Rofin. Noindeed.theyarcnot. 
Ham How comes i t f doc they grow rufty ? 
Rofin. Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted 
But there is Sir an avrie of Children, lutle 


pace 


and 


Yafes, that crye out on the top of qucftion - 9 - 
are rnoft tyrannically clap't for't 2 thefe are no* *« 
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gfhiou, and lobe-ratlcd the common Stages (fo they 
all them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraidc of 
g o0 fc-quils,and dare fcarfe come thither. 

fjam. What are they Children? Who maintains 'em? 
How are they efcotcd ? Will they purine the Quality no 
longer then they canting ? Will they not fay afterwards 
if they fhould grow rhcmfclues to common Players (as 
it is like molt if their meanes are noi better) their Wri- 
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their 
ovvneSucceffion. 

Rofin. Faith there ha's bene much to do on both fides: 
and the Nation holds it nofinnc, to tarre them to Con- 
trouerfie. There was tor a while, no mony bid for argu- 
pent, vnlefle the Poet and the Player went toCuffes in 
the Qj^eftion. 

Bam. Is'tpoflible? 

GnilL Oh there ha's bcene much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham, Do the Boyes carry it away ? 
£*y;*.I that they do my LovdMercules 6c his load too^ 
Bam t Itisnotftrange: for mine Vncklc is King of 
Denmarkc, and thofe that would make mowes at him 
while my Father liued; giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a pcece, for his ptfture in Little. There is fomc- 
thingin this more then Naturall, if Philofophic could 
findeitout, 

llonri(bfor the Plajers. 

Cml. There are the Players. 

Bam. Gentlemen, you are wclcom to Flfinotver: your 
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Faftiion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you m the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players(which I cell you muft fhew 
fairely outwardjlliould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. You are welcome : but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiu'd. 

Gttil. InwhatmydeercLord? 

Ham. IambutmadNorth^orth-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Ha wke from a Handfaw- 
Enter PoloHtM* 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hearke you Gfiildenfierne 9 and you too : at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 
out of his fwathing clouts. 

.R^tf.Happilybc's thefecond time come to them: for 
they fay^an old man is twice a childe. 

Ham. I willprophefie, Hee comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor- 
ning 'twas fo indeed. 

Tol. My Lord,l haue Newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, 1 haue Newes to tell you. 
When Rojfitu an A&or in Rome— - 

Pol. The Aftors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Thencaneach A&or onhis Afle— — 

Polon. Thcbeft A&ors in the world, either for Trage- 
die, Comedie,Hiftorie,PaftoraIl *. Paftorkall-ComicalL 
Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftordl : Scene indiuible, or Po- 
em vnlimitcd. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plautm 
too light, for thelawofWrit,and the Liberty.Thcfe are 
the onely men. 

Bam. O lephta ludge of Ifracl.what a Treafure had'ft 
thou > 

Pol. What a Treafure had he,my Lord ? 
Ham. Why one faire Daughtcr,and no more > 


The which he loued paffing well* 

P§L Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i'th'right old lephta ? 

Polon. If you call me lephta my Lord, I haue % daugh- 
ter that I Ioue pafling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not, 

Polon. What followes then,niy Lord ? 

Ha.VJhy, As by lot,God woe : and then you know 3 lt 
came to paffe, as rnoft like it was : The firft rowc of the 
Pons Chanfin will fhew you more. Forlooke where my 
Abridgements come* 

Enter foure orfim Plajers. 
Y'are welcome Matters, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well : Welcome good Friends. O my oldeFriend ? 
Thy face is valiant fincc I faw thee laft : Com'ftthouto 
beard me in Denmarke f What, my yeng 1 ady and Mi- 
ftrisPByrlady your Ladifhip is neerer Heauen then when 
I fawyoulaft, by thealtitude ofaChoppine. Pray God 
your voice hke a pecce of vncurrant Gold be not crack'd 
within the ring. Mafters,you are all welcome; wec'l c'ne 
to't like French Faulconers. flie at any thing we fee: wce'l 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue vs a taft of your qua- 
lity : come,a palfionace fpeech. 
i.Play. What fpeech, my Lord? 
Ham. I heard thee fpeakme a fpeech oncc,but it was 
neuer A&ed ; or if it was,not abouc once, for the Play I 
remember pleas'd not the Million, 'twas Cauiarie to the 
Generall : but it was (aslreceiu'di^andothers, whofe 
iudgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play 5 well digefted in the Secedes, fetdowne 
with as much modeftie,as cunning. I remember one faid^ 
there wasnoSallcts in the lines, to make the matter fa- 
uoury; nor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the 
Author of arfe£htion,but cal'd it an honeft merhod.One 
cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou'd, 'twas lALneat Tale 
to Dido, and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpeaks 
of Priams (laughter. If it liue in your memory, begin 
this Line, let me fee,let me fee : The rugged Pjrrlus like 
i\\ > HyrcanianRz&. It is not fo: itbeginswith Pyrrhtu 
The rugged Pjrrhus, he whoff, Sable Armcs ' 
BUcke as his purpofe, did the night rcfemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 
Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fmfcar'd 
With Heraldry more difmall s Head to foote 
Now is he to take Gculles, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonne?, 
Bak'd and impaftcd with the parching ftrects, 
That lend a tyrannous, and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roaftcd in wrath and fire, 
And thus o're-fized with coagulate gore, 
VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the helhfli PjrrhnS 
Ol'J Grand fire Prtam feekes. 

Pol. Fore God,my Lord,well fpoken, with good ac-' 
cent,and good difcretion* 

1 .player. Anon he findes him, 
Striking too fhort atGreekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it failed 
Repugnant to command : vnequall match, 
Pyrrhns at Priam driues, in Rage ftrikes wide i 
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
ThVnnerued Father fals. Then fenfeleffe Illium e 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top 
Stoopesto his Bace, and with a hideous crafli 
Takes Prifoner Tyrrhus eare. For loe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkic head 
Of Rcuerend Trirfw^fecm'd i'th'Ayre to fticke % 

So 


